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A WIND WATCHER’S TALE:
SKINNED ALIVE
Dr C. F. Black*

Introduction

My forthcoming book A Mosaic of Indigenous Legal
Thought: Legendary Tales and Other Writings is an unusual text
that evokes images in the mind of the reader. These images bring
forward associations and emotions that ask the reader to question
his or her own moral compass. The book therefore is an exercise in
learning by osmosis. It is a return to the traditional Indigenous
ontology of perceiving the truth rather than looking for rules and
pragmatic text.
The book is divided into three parts, each beginning with an
evocative poem, followed by a tale and then complimented with a
judicial politico/poetic associative writing of aspects brought up in
the tales. The logic behind the associative writings is reflective to
some degree of the manner in which the plasticity of the brain
allows for associations evoked by emotions and experiences to form
meaning. The writings are therefore read for ‘feelings of law’ and
the understanding of a lawful behaviour that comes from grappling
with ethical and legal issues.
The characterization of animals in tales is a return to the
manner in which ethics were taught in Indigenous cultures. Animal
tales are egalitarian in their reach, as well as having
intergenerational appeal. They remind us of our totemic heritage,
which has given us our place in the world, as well as of our
responsibilities. Therefore as part of my Indigenous scholarship I
felt that I should be just as competent in the art of writing
anthropomorphized animal tales as in the art of critical analysis of
legal issues. The first of the tales follows.

*

Dr C. F. Black is a Kombumerri/Munaljahlai woman from South East
Queensland and is a Senior Research Fellow with the Contemporary
Indigenous Knowledge and Governance Team, Northern Institute, Charles
Darwin University. She is now working on her second book which looks
at the burgeoning field of Visual Jurisprudence. Her books include
comparative studies with Indigenous peoples in Canada, United States,
New Zealand and the Pacific, as well as Indigenous Peoples in Africa. Her
major publications and conference presentations are in the discipline of
Law; however, her focus is firmly on Indigenous Jurisprudence and its
ability to inform public debate and policy direction.
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NUKARD THE WIND WATCHER

He ran across the ice, as fast as his great paws would carry
him; close on his heels was Cartier the torturer. Cartier was
determined to catch Nukard and make him fight. But Nukard did
not want to fight Cartier. As far as Nukard was concerned, Cartier
was no longer a polar bear; he had become something else – he had
become human! Cartier lunged with great speed behind the Wind
Watcher, calling out to him.
‘Stop, stop! Fight me you fool! What are you scared of?’ he
yelled as he tried to gain on the Wind Watcher. He knew full well
that it would not be long before the wind would begin to blow and
slow him down.
Whoosh! A great gust of wind hit Cartier in the side and
sent him sliding across the ice.
‘Damn you trickster, that’s not fair! You coward! Fight me!’
he yelled again as he tried to regain his footing on the slippery ice.
But Nukard was not listening; he was now moving like the wind,
becoming the great Wind Watcher and disappearing, as though
caught up in a tempest of ice, which dissolved his form into a
shadowy reflection of something off in the distance – a distance too
far for Cartier to reach.
Cartier relented and slowed down, then turned and grunted
with a deep guttural noise. He moved heavily, showing his further
annoyance, as the gust of wind now seemed to be taking pleasure in
belting against his thick white coat.
‘Piss off, Wind! You and that coward Nukard have won, so
leave me alone,’ he growled again, and swung his paw in the air,
trying to hit what could not be hit. But the wind had no intention of
leaving him alone; if anything, it appeared to delight in torturing
him with its razor-sharp icicles that were wrapped up in its ferocity.
The wind tore at him so viciously that droplets of blood began to
appear on his facial fur. This was not the first time Cartier had been
tormented by this particular wind. It had come many times since he
had begun to hang around the great ship that had intruded into their
icy paradise.

THE SEALS FROM THE NORTH

‘Look, Buzzy! Look at those strange seals!’ cried Augy the
squirrel. ‘They all look so shabby and poor. Who are they?’
questioned Augy as Buzzy the bumblebee landed on his head. Augy
was a watchful squirrel and had a panoramic view from his ancient
oak tree that stood on a hill overlooking the St Lawrence River. He
often scurried up the great oak to watch the goings-on in the river.
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He was used to seeing seals passing through the causeway, but this
time he was puzzled by what he saw. The poor creatures looked
hungry and tired; their fur was lacking the usual silvery lustre.
‘It’s criminal Buzzy,’ Augy said as he scurried to a higher
branch and his little friend buzzed up beside him as her iridescent
blue body glistened in the morning sunshine.
‘It is as though some great crime was taking place and the
evidence was now floating into the great and beautiful St Lawrence
River,’ said Argy excitedly as he moved further out onto the branch.
He loved this river because it had power. In some ways, it was
unconquerable – Augy was sure the great river would have the last
say if anyone tried to tame it.
‘They may succeed for a while,’ he called out confidently to
Buzzy, who was flying around his head as he bounced further out
onto the branch, ‘but the river would eventually take back her
freedom.’
‘Yes, the river is a strong and fearless female making her
mark on the landscape, cutting out her own path and changing it at
will. And the worst of her power has yet to be seen, for she could
slow her waters right down to a trickle, if she felt so inclined,’ he
laughed and looked up at Buzzy, without noticing the precarious
position he had now put himself in. Buzzy was moving higher to try
to encourage Augy to follow her up the tree, rather than to bounce
further out onto the end of the branch, but to no avail as Augy was
now in full swing, pontificating on the wonders of the mighty river.
‘The worst this lot has seen is her ability to stubbornly ice
over until she was rock hard. But the old stories had told of a time
when she was really angry at the animals and she ran dry. That
would make those silly humans think twice, with their great dams
and locks. Those silly constructions were built on the assumption
that her waters would flow forever. But what if she dried up? Ha!
What then? Would the humans then suffer the great die-off that
occurred in the times when animals ruled the world?’ he cried out in
a loud voice and jolted his body as he said it, which in turn made
his branch snap. Before he knew it, he was spiralling down, down,
down through the branches below until he hit the ground. He then
staggered to his feet.
‘I really must pay more attention,’ grumbled Augy to Buzzy,
who could not help laughing as she watched Augy stagger away
from the tree and over to a soft clump of grass.

NAPOLEON LEADS THE ARCTIC HARP SEALS

The exhausted Ring Seals from the north were led by
Napoleon. She was an old matriarch with a gash in her neck that
had healed over time, leaving a deep scar. She had barely escaped
with her life when attacked by Cartier the polar bear. Cartier was an
infamous bear who did not follow the normal routine set down for

3

4

TRIBAL LAW JOURNAL
the polar bear, but had begun a new pattern – an evil pattern. This
was a pattern formed from spending too much time around the new
arrivals in the crystal-blue waters of the Arctic. He had seen the
arrival of the large grey ship and watched the sailors throw their
rubbish overboard, which attracted his curiosity. He had become
fascinated with them, and would watch them for hours as they
moved around the ship. So it was not long before he was picking up
the worst of their traits. This had turned Cartier into a sadistic
creature, who now terrorized the seals of the north. He had always
been a successful hunter, but now he had learnt a new way of
hunting. He didn’t just kill the seals; he had now learnt how to
torture them.
This kind of terror had never been known before in these
times. Yet some had said it had happened before – a long time ago,
when there were no ships or humans. But Napoleon was not going
to wait around to find out whether this was true; she knew she had
to care for the coming generations and so had demanded that the
young female seals follow her to safety. The males were left behind
to try to defeat Cartier.

CARTIER THE SADISTIC

Nukard finally stopped running and resumed his gentle pace
along the ice until he came to a stop at the edge of the ice and
looked into the seawater below. ‘I can’t keep running; it will only
make Cartier more determined. I have to think of a new tactic,’
thought Nukard, as he looked at his image in the water. Nukard was
a Wind Watcher and a powerful storyteller. When he told stories,
things happened. They somehow appeared to come through into
reality. This had made Nukard more reserved as he became older.
He knew very well he could tell a story and dispel Cartier from their
icy paradise, but that would not help find the source of Cartier’s evil
ways. He paced backwards and forwards as polar bears do, and he
thought about Cartier. He was deeply disturbed by the change in his
behaviour. He was also concerned by the arrival of the great grey
ship. As far as he could remember from the stories of his tribe, there
had only been a few large ships to make it through to their distant
land of ice. Mostly it was men in kayaks. Nukard paced even more
quickly as his mind churned over these strange goings on. He knew
the ice was melting, and he and his fellow bears were getting
hungry. It was a hunger that he feared would turn more of the bears
into Cartier clones.
He stopped his pacing as a seal’s head popped out of the
water. Like lightning, his great paw swung with lethal accuracy and
knocked the seal unconscious. He then bit its head and killed it
instantly.
‘A death more worthy of the very species which kept the
great polar bears of the Arctic alive,’ thought Nukard.
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Nukard had often told the young bears that without Sedna’s
favourite – the seal, they would starve to death, as they could not
sustain their great body weight on smaller prey. Seals were very
important, and must be respected for giving their lives to keep the
bears alive. Yet here was Cartier encouraging other bears to treat
them like some plaything to torture and do as they pleased.
‘They would incur the wrath of Sedna, if she found out.
What a stupid statement!’ grumbled Nukard. Of course, Sedna
already knew what was happening and the melting of sea ice was
the proof. He had seen the great caravan of female seals leaving.
Not only were the seals leaving, but the whales no longer came
close enough for them to catch them, nor did the other mammals. In
fact, he had noticed over the years that fewer and fewer mammals
seemed to be being born. Was Sedna resurfacing, and taking back
her own?

SEALS OF THE SOUTH

Napoleon and her tribe swam slowly but surely into the St
Lawrence River, which drew the curiosity of the silky spotted
Harbour Seals and particularly that of Neeky. She was the fastest
seal in the river and had engaged in many a brave deed. Neeky had
a longer body than most, and was therefore a stronger swimmer.
Her silky coat glistened in the sun when she jumped up on the rocks
to view the arrival of the straggly ones. She came from a long line
of heroines. Her mother had been responsible for many brave acts to
save her fellow seals and her sister was a healer.
She jumped down from her rock and swam cautiously over
to Napoleon and welcomed her and her people, then asked what had
happened to them. Napoleon told her of the dangerous
circumstances in the north and how things were changing, and
explained that the females had particularly felt vulnerable as their
birthing caves of ice were melting and being invaded by the polar
bears. But there was also a new threat. A large ship had arrived in
their territory, full of humans. This had all become too much for
Napoleon, so she had decided that all the females had to leave for
their own safety, if the tribe was to survive.
‘Don’t worry, Napoleon, your tribe can stay with us, but
when you are strong we will travel back with you and help you fight
the bears. And as for the humans, we know how to stay out of their
way,’ said Neeky confidently as she did a back-flip in the water.
‘I don’t think you quite know what I am talking about,
Neeky. They are not just eating us – they are torturing us!’ said
Napoleon emphatically as she dived down after Neeky. ‘There are
also many strange things happening with the weather, which is
making it worse. I don’t think you realize what it means. The great
ship and the strange weather are sending the bears crazy. We don’t
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know how to deal with this mayhem. Do you, Neeky?’ challenged
Napoleon as she swam up to Neeky’s face.
‘I mean, has your world been turned upside down in your
lifetime? We just can’t go back and fight. We have to learn to adjust
to the changing conditions as well. For all these signs tell us Sedna
is returning, and we cannot just go out and fight to the death when
the greater power of Sedna is calling all the shots. All we can do is
try to read the signs before we are consumed by the chaos that
Sedna brings, which seems to include the bears going virtually
mad,’ cried Napoleon and she swam up to the surface, in dismay at
Neeky’s naivety. She then lifted her head above the surface of the
water and called out to Neeky once again.
‘Well, Neeky, have you ever suffered through the wrath of
Sedna?’
‘No, Napoleon, I haven’t,’ answered Neeky apologetically,
for Neeky was not egotistical – just enthusiastic. She then sunk
under the water and began to swim around in circles as she thought
about the plight of Napoleon and her people. Neeky’s life had been
quite secure for a seal. Indeed, she and her clan had experienced
many a scrap with the humans, their boats and the pollution they
left behind, but nothing resembling Napoleon’s distress. And then
there was the wrath of Sedna – something that did not bear thinking
about. Sedna was the great power that gave life and took life away.
No one worshipped Sedna; they just wanted to stay out of her way –
or at least appease her if things started to go haywire. Neeky’s old
stories told of the wrath of Sedna, which particularly affected males.
Her grandmother had told her of ancient times when Sedna’s twin,
who was said to live on the outer edges of the galaxy, would come
to Sedna’s aid if she called. The last time she called her twin, all the
seas rose. This changed the whole landscape and way of doing
things. The males did not cope with this change, as it brought
scarcity, so they slipped into cannibalism and started eating the
young.
Many years before, the old female seals had foretold that
this change was coming again. They had seen the return of Sedna’s
twin in their visions, but no one really listened as they could not see
proof. Now, though, they could – and it was moving at a great
speed, particularly after the arrival of the great grey ship. The old
females had said that was a warning that something bad was about
to happen.
Neeky again swam down to the depths of the St Lawrence
and thought about the story of Sedna. As she swam down, she
thought to herself, ‘We need help, but we need very powerful help;
we need fearless seals to help us and I know just the ones we need!’
Neeky swirled and darted to the surface. ‘We need seals who are
used to chaos, humans and strange weather. Who better than the
Southern Seals! Yes nothing stranger and braver than the seals from
the land Down Under.’ Nothing was normal in their lives as far as
Neeky was concerned.
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So Neeky resurfaced and swam immediately to Napoleon’s
side. ‘In the Southern Ocean there live many a fearless seal. I have
never seen seals like them, and they live in the strangest land. They
would know how to cope with these violent polar bears; they are not
frightened of anything – not even humans! They actually attack the
humans! They are used to strange things, I assure you,’ said Neeky
as the others moved in closer to hear about these strange seals from
the far off Southern Ocean.
Neeky then climbed up onto a rock so that the others could
hear her story.
‘Many moons ago, I travelled to a strange land full of
strange animals. I travelled there with a group of other seals for a
competition with the Seals of the South. It was a place full of deadly
poisonous snakes and spiders and the birds were so noisy. But the
strangest thing was that none of the animals that lived on the land
seemed to be dangerous. If anything, they were a quiet lot. Most of
them were soft, furry marsupials that only came out at night – that
is, other than the strange kangaroos that just hopped all over the
place and took no notice of the dangers or the noise.
‘During the day, the skies came alive and were full of
wondrously coloured birds, which made the biggest noise. If they
weren’t laughing, they were shouting out like there was a
competition to see who had the loudest voice. No wonder the
animals mainly come out at night. So this was indeed a strange
land: soft, furry marsupials, vicious snakes and noisy birds. It made
me very nervous, and I was glad I was out on the rocks on the
shoreline.
‘And then there was the heat – it was so hot! One friend
came from Munaljahlai country, which means “hard baked land”.
All I could think about was how easy it would be to die of thirst.
Not like our snow-covered land, where it may get cold, but you
always have water and you can even build a shelter if the snow
turns to ice.
‘But that hot dry land and its great winds of red dust were
very scary indeed. The winds would scream at me when I tried to
sleep on the rocks, like it was telling me to get out of the country,
which I promptly did. I didn’t want to be there anyway, and was
happy to blame the wind for leaving, as the koalas and kangaroos
had been so nice to us. - such gentle marsupials who were always
patting us when we came up on the shore to make sure we were
happy. But I was happy to leave that land from Down Under. Those
southern seals were just too tough, and they beat us in the
competition,’ chuckled Neeky.
‘And, as I said they aren’t even frightened of humans – they
are so tough. They were even known to take on humans and board
their boats and take their fish. Their leader, Galeen, said they had a
right to do so, because it was their territory and that humans
belonged on land with the kangaroos and had no right to steal their
fish. They knew the humans valued one particular fish, and they
took great delight in taking that fish and throwing it into the air,
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biting it and then spitting it out. This made the humans go crazy,
shouting and screaming at the seals. The seals thought it a great
joke. And so we Seals of the North were happy to leave that place,
but the southerners told us if we ever needed help just to call them
through our dreams and they would come to our aid. And now I will
dream and call them to aid us!’ said Neeky triumphantly.
This was all too much for the seals from the north, who
would never take on the humans, let alone board their boats!
‘Actually,’ mused Napoleon ‘I think they are so brave
because their neighbours on the land sound like a crazy lot; no
wonder they weren’t scared of humans! A land full of vicious
snakes, loud-mouthed birds and timid nocturnal marsupials sounds
pretty upside-down to me. No wonder it is called the land from
down under – you would have to go down under the water just to
keep your sanity!’ This comment made everyone laugh. They then
all agreed that Neeky should dream up her friend Galeen, and ask
the Southern Seals to help them in their battle with the polar bears
and the strange ship.

TALES OF OLD

As the great Nukard surveyed the ice, he noticed that the wind
had changed again. This was the fifth change since sunrise and the
sun was not yet at its zenith. These sudden changes were very
disturbing. They were making it hard for the polar bears to hunt.
This wind was a maddening one, full of disturbing spirits –
whispering sounds that made the polar bear think there was a whale
calling out nearby. These were dangerous times for polar bears,
surrounded by false voices.
Nukard moved slowly along the ice floor, as he didn’t know
for sure whether the ice would take his weight. The thickness of the
ice had changed. He had to try to move into his intuition as his old
tracking knowledge was of little use in these new times of thinning
ice. He would have to adapt, and no longer expected things to be the
same. Daily life would now bring new challenges, ones not heard of
for many moons. He would have to consult old Zack to find out
whether there were old stories of ancient times when things might
have been like this. Were there stories of times when the ice had
thinned and wind had played tricks? How did the old ones survive?
What did he have to learn to teach the young ones so that they could
survive?
And the ship – what was this ship? Had ships been here
before? And why was Cartier going crazy from being around them?
He had so many questions. Zack would know why Cartier seemed
mesmerized by these strange humans. It was as though their magic
had stolen his very soul.
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IN AN ARCTIC CAVE

Hidden in one of the seal’s ice birthing caves was Cartier. He
was polishing off his latest victim. He just loved to do this skin
stripping exercise and listen to the little seals scream out in pain. He
no longer practised Sedna’s law, by which the seal must first be
killed quickly and skilfully. Instead, he tried his hardest to keep the
seal alive so he could enjoy the pleasure of its pain. Cartier had
learnt this behaviour from watching the humans. He had long been
looking for something that would validate his sense of difference.
Deep in his soul, he knew he was different. He had been born with a
third ear, which made him different, but he didn’t know how to turn
that oddity into a sign of power.
Yes, Cartier was marked out by life. He was proud of his
third ear because he could hear more than others. His mother had
told him so, and he believed that he had stronger powers than the
others, but he didn’t quite know how to express them. However,
that had all changed the day the large grey ship had slowly sailed
into the harbour. There was a lot of noise coming from the ship, and
also from the shore. A group of humans who looked like seals had
gathered around and were shouting and making lots of noise; they
seemed to be very annoyed at the humans on the ship. To Cartier,
the humans on the ship looked like polar bears in their white
uniforms because they appeared to have white skins like him and
the humans on the shore appeared to have seal skins, but had human
faces and bodies. He was quite taken aback when he saw the first
human polar bear. The white colour was unmistakeable. They were
human, but seemed to have white skins – the same colour as his
coat.

THE ADMIRAL

‘Shoot them!’ shouted Admiral Chaney, ‘No one will know in
this God-forsaken place – just shoot them. But not the leader! I
want him. Bring him to me alive. I want to make an example of
him.’
The next minute, Cartier heard shots ring out across the icy
terrain like a thunderbolt cracking the ice in two. He immediately
turned and hid behind an ice hill, which he then climbed so that he
had a better view. From the top, he could see the Admiral and he
could see the human seals being dragged towards him. The seal was
fighting for his life. This excited Cartier: he enjoyed watching the
tussle. Next he heard more shots and he looked across to the shore
and he could see that all the human seals were dead. The human
polar bears were now pulling all the bodies towards the sea and
pushing them into the water. They dropped with a great splash, one
after the other.
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His gaze returned to the Admiral who was now hitting the
human seal and shouting at him. The human seal shouted back.
Cartier didn’t understand the humans, so he couldn’t work out what
was going on. Next he noticed that the Admiral seemed to pull his
body to its full height and he pulled a long knife out from his skin.
He had seen humans use them when they were skinning animals.
Humans didn’t have razor-edged claws like him.
The Admiral then began to cut off the skin of the human
seal. Oddly, Cartier noticed that there was no noise when the seal
lost its skin; all he could see was its pale flesh. But then the Admiral
seemed to be using the knife again and he could hear the seal
screaming. At first it shocked him, but then he found that he began
to enjoy the sound. For, deep inside of him, he could feel the power
the Admiral had over the seal: it was palpable and it was enjoyable.
He could see how slowly the Admiral was using the knife as he
appeared to cut the flesh. This made Cartier very excited, and he
moved backwards and forwards on the hill in an agitated manner as
he watched the scene. For with each cry of pain from the poor
human seal, Cartier was immersing himself in the feeling. It was an
aphrodisiac, and it was giving Cartier a lot of pleasure.
However, soon the cries stopped and the seal’s head hung
down in front of its body. The next minute, he saw the body being
thrown overboard. This action deeply excited Cartier. He really
enjoyed the climax of the brutality – that sense of the victim being
mere trash. He then crouched down and savoured these actions and
wondered about this large human polar bear. He was now truly in
love with this human. He wanted to be like him. So in the days that
followed, Cartier watched the Admiral in the hope that he would do
it again – that he would enact this ritual that brought so much
energy to Cartier’s body.

THE COMING OF THE BLACK BOX

The Admiral was a merciless barbarian who wasn’t going to
let a few Inuit stop his mission. He was here to ‘take over’. No
matter who or what lived in this harbour, they would be removed to
make room for the new world, a new world full of new technology,
a new way of doing things. A secret that had been kept from the
world was about to be revealed, and he was the keeper of the
knowledge – a knowledge stored in a black box that sat deep
beneath the sea on the Continental Shelf. This box that emitted
sound waves that could disturb the weather of the Arctic and so
affect the weather patterns of the world.
It was a human version of Sedna. Sedna controlled the
weather when she saw her fellow females being treated badly by
their males. She would take back the food and stir up the weather.
Now the humans who paid no heed to Sedna thought they could do
the same, but they were about to learn that Sedna had a twin and so
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was twice as powerful. They were mere humans with their toys. Her
twin was in the stars and a long way from their reach, but the
impact of her celestial influence with the other great bodies of the
sky was about to be felt, just like a long-range missile, ready to
target the enemy. Sedna was moody – she might bring the seas up
so far and then drop them again, as though playing with the fears of
humans. There was no guarantee of her pattern, as it all depended
on how matted her hair was. This kept the humans on the back foot.

CALLING GALEEN

Neeky then began to dream. She entered the dream world and
travelled until she came to the south and called out to Galeen, the
strong and handsome golden brown fur seal. Neeky had no trouble
remembering what he looked like. She was quite taken by the lustre
of his coat and his humorous ways. Galeen soon appeared in her
dreams, for he was also very taken with Neeky. But he had not let
her know for they lived just too far away, at opposite ends of the
Earth, which meant that they could never be together. She then
telepathically sent images of Cartier killing the seals through to
Galeen’s mind. She showed him the scene of the Seals of the North
floating exhausted down the river. Galeen didn’t need to think
things through; he immediately began to round up his crack team of
seals. This was the team of mighty seals that boarded fishing vessels
and kept the fishing fleets in a state of anxiety.

THE ARRIVAL OF THE SEALS FROM THE SOUTH

A few months later, into the river came the Seals from the South.
‘They’re coming, they’re coming!’ called out Augy the
squirrel from his high vantage point in the great oak to Buzzy, the
metallic-coloured bee, who was busy pollinating the flowers that
had just bloomed near the oak tree.
‘I’ve seen a huge school of them jumping and dancing
around in the water. And I’ll tell you something really strange. They
are headed by the ugliest seal I have ever seen. If you ask me it’s
not a seal but a crocodile or monster from the deep. But the other
odd thing is that it has the same markings as the harbour seals. It
must be one of their ancient ancestors returning to help’, said Augy
as he scratched his little furry head. ‘Mind you, Buzzy, I think I
would rather take my chances on my own rather than relying on that
big brute, no matter how much he looks like the locals,’ he said as
he peered down from a large branch. Augy had learnt his lesson and
was not taking any chances on a slimmer branch this time.
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GALEEN AND MR LEO PARD

Galeen swam up the front of the herd of seals but just slightly
in front of him – in that male territorial way – was Mr Leo Pard. Mr
Pard was a leopard seal from the Antarctic seas. He was a
powerfully built seal with a massive bone-crunching jaw. His slight
edge did not worry Galeen, as he wanted to give his ally as much
leeway as possible. He had made a dangerous pact with this
monster, who he saw as a psychological match for the sadistic
Cartier.
Neeky felt she had no need to fear this rather brutal-looking
mammal because Galeen was just behind him. However, she did
wonder what kind of seal he was as he was not from her part of the
world, yet the markings on his coat were the same as hers. Being
the generous soul she was, she assumed Mr Pard was some kind of
long-lost relative.
‘Surely it could not be one of our ancestors?’ shouted Neeky
to Napoleon, who had swum up beside her. ‘We never looked that
ugly. And look at those teeth!’
‘I sure hope Galeen knows what he is doing bringing that
sea monster here,’ said Napoleon cautiously. ‘Hey, Napoleon,
maybe Galeen brought him because he is so ugly, to scare the polar
bears off. Wouldn’t it be funny if Cartier died of fright?’ laughed
Neeky, as she did a back-flip.
This joke renewed Napoleon’s energy, and gave her a sense
of the future that she had lacked in recent times. On seeing this
monster, she could feel a winning streak coming her way.

GALEEN’S CHOICE OF MR PARD

Galeen had studied Mr Pard for many years. He often
watched the big seal and had taken notice of his behaviour. He
found him fascinating, as he was very different from most leopard
seals. He was more cautious and patient. He was also observant, and
his hunting skills were very different as he was a cannibal and so
had a diet of seal. He had learnt the art of war during his early years
and had many a scar to show for his indiscretions, as his fellow
leopard seals were as merciless as himself and just as egotistical. He
had therefore trained himself never to lunge without due cause or
without careful planning. Mr Pard, however, had also found as he
got older that he was becoming more pedantic about what he ate
and therefore, chased. He did not just eat to consume, but rather
chose the juiciest of seals and penguins. He liked his meat just so –
not too blubbery and not too lean. Yes, Pard had found a kind of
pleasure in developing a more discriminating palate. It was part of
being an apex predator. In his mind, killing was an art. Just hunting
for the sake of eating was boring. He couldn’t abide his fellow
seals, who were consuming just for the sake of putting something
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into their mouths. This was not how Mr Pard saw himself as he
gazed at his reflection in the icy hills that surrounded him in the
isolated Antarctic Ocean. Consumption must take be an art form,
otherwise one’s habits could become sloppy, which in turn trickled
down to one’s other survival skills – not to mention one’s fighting
skills.
The relationship between Mr Pard and Galeen was an
interesting one. Pard tolerated Galeen – or at least allowed him to
live – because he was amused by his antics. He had found that
Galeen had a way of tapping into his ‘taste’ for entertainment and
excitement: being an apex predator was at times quite boring. As for
Galeen, he liked to watch the Big Fella, as he called him. Galeen
always enjoyed something that involved risk taking. So when
Neeky asked for help, he thought the only choice was the Big Fella,
whom he knew could surely have no equal in the world of ice. So
when Galeen put forward the proposition to travel to the Arctic,
Pard did not hesitate to agree, feigning that he was only coming for
the challenge, rather than the possibility of a new species to add to
his diet.

THE INTRODUCTION OF MR LEO PARD

As Galeen swam up with Mr Leo Pard, the other Northern
Seals ducked for cover behind any rock they could find, for they did
not want to go underwater – that would mean missing the
introductions. Neeky swam up gingerly to greet Galeen and his
great ugly friend. ‘So good to see you, Galeen, and I see you have
brought reinforcements,’ she said shyly as she indicated to Mr Pard.
‘Let me introduce Mr Leo Pard. He is an acquaintance of
mine, and was fascinated by your plight. He thought he might come
for a bit of a change of scenery,’ said Galeen cheerfully.
‘Pleased to meet you, Miss,’ said Mr Pard as he eyed off
Neeky’s strong and rather delicious-looking body. ‘I hope I can be
of service,’ droned Pard, for Pard had a dreadful-sounding voice as
well as carnivorous-looking teeth.
‘You know, Mr Pard, you look just like us and we are going
to treat you like an uncle who has come to help us. But I tell you,
Uncle, what a big nose you have, and what big eyes you have, and
what a big mouth you have!’ said Neeky in wide-eyed fascination.
‘All the better to eat you with!’ said Mr Pard playfully, and
opened his great mouth, which revealed powerful teeth that sent
shudders down the backs of all who looked on. All the seals headed
to the bottom of the river at a great speed.
Galeen fell about laughing. ‘Mr Pard isn’t no kindly uncle
when he gets going. Even I am scared to death of him – so kid, pay
him some respect,’ Said Galeen with a glint in his eye. ‘Don’t get
too friendly, and keep your distance.’
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THE ATTRACTION

Galeen noticed that Neeky had no idea of the danger. He
wondered whether he should warn her that Pard was a cannibal. But
then he realized that she would actually enjoy being exposed to
such danger. Indeed, Galeen had wondered whether he was
somehow a masochist by exposing both himself and the others to
such danger. But then he reasoned that life is a risk. Alive today,
someone’s meal tomorrow – you were hardly going to call foul after
you were dead and your remains were rumbling around in Mr
Pard’s stomach!
So he decided all he needed to tell her was that Pard had a
violent temper and that he would not be responsible for Pard’s
actions if the seals did not heed his warning. After all, they had
asked for the help and he had brought along the perfect foil. One
hunts predominantly above sea level, and the other below. One is
from the north and the other from the south. To Galeen, they were a
mirror image of each other.
Neeky found herself strangely attracted to this strange but
familiar being. She felt instinctively that he was a predator, and a
cannibal at that! She could actually see her own flippers going
down his gullet in her mind’s eyes. But somehow this did not lead
her to resist his attentions; if anything, it drew her closer to him.
Was it the sense of danger? Was she excited in some way by fear?
Was her courage, madness hidden in good deeds? She shook her
head in confusion and let her body sink below the surface.
She looked across at Galeen and for some reason he seemed
ordinary beside Mr Pard. Yes, handsome and strong and sleek, but
somehow safe and – well, boring. Why boring? She was shocked to
think she thought this way.
Napoleon was watching Neeky from a safe distance, but
could see by Neeky’s body language that she was attracted to the
beast. As for his handsome companion, Galeen, Neeky seemed to
have not noticed him than after the initial greeting. So Napoleon
swam up to Neeky after Pard had moved along with Galeen.
‘You find Galeen boring and Pard exciting, do you?’
whispered Napoleon into Neeky’s earhole. ‘Common problem with
females! They just can’t be satisfied with something that is too
easily gained. That is until they nearly die at the hands of the
danger.’ Napoleon remembered her own deadly attraction to
Cartier. ‘Then Mr Boring is all you will want. But I know with you,
Neeky, that no amount of good advice is going to stop you from
placing yourself in the line of danger.’ She sighed and swam away,
but then she stopped and turned back as she felt the urgency to get
the message through to Neeky before this very dangerous beast
killed her friend. So she swam once more up beside her.
‘Neeky, try to think of it in this way: Nature has its own way
of sorting us all out. Nature puts before us unsuspecting attractions
that have the potential to kill us, if not wound us badly for life.
Most just can’t resist the attraction and so die; however, while some
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of us survive, we are marked for life. This can lead to a life of
timidity or, for the lucky few, they become wise leaders. But even
they live with a partly crushed soul,’ Napoleon counselled.
But then she suddenly changed the mood by saying, ‘But my
dear, if you don’t want to end up on his dinner menu, I think you
need to learn how to channel that desire for risky behaviour into
something more appetizing that suits your tummy and not his!’
They laughed a deep belly laugh because they were both
scared out of their wits, as they now knew they had a cannibal and
predator among them – one who needed to be channelled away
from them and onto the sadistic polar bear.
‘How could Galeen put us in such danger?’ Neeky asked
Napoleon.
‘Clever if you ask me, replied Napoleon. ‘He knows we
need someone who can see inside the bear’s head, and who better
than a fellow predator? I do wonder how Galeen keeps him from
eating him.’

THE FIRST SIGHTING OF CARTIER

Napoleon, accompanied by Neeky and a few other Northern
Seals lead the Southern Seals and Mr Leo Pard up the river and on
out into the great ocean. After they arrived in the Arctic harbour
where the grey ship was anchored safely to protect it from the
prevailing weather, they slowly swam past the ship and past a series
of icebergs. Finally they came to the iceberg on which Cartier was
busy at his tortuous deeds. Cartier did not notice the herd of bobby
heads that had entered the nearby open water. However, not one of
the bobbing heads missed Cartier and his blood-stained face and the
harrowing sound coming from his poor victim. They all pulled back
and moved over to a large iceberg nearby.
‘He’s big!’ said Galeen, who had never seen a polar bear in
his life. Neeky came up beside him and looked. She had never
actually seen a polar bear either. ‘Wow, he is big!’
Napoleon felt the bravado seeping out of her two heroes and
immediately said, ‘Yes he is big, but remember a small bug up his
nose can kill him in a matter of days.’ The two turned and looked at
Napoleon. ‘What?’ they said in unison. Then, before she could
answer, another deathly howl came from the poor seal he was
torturing.

MR PARD MEETS CARTIER

In the meantime, Mr Pard had left the others and swum to a
different vantage point to assess Cartier. Mr Pard’s eyes narrowed
as he watched Cartier. Like the others, Mr Pard had never seen a
polar bear, so was also suitably impressed by the size and agility of
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the great animal. He took in Cartier’s body language to get an idea
of where his strength lay. But as he watched closely, he realized
Cartier was becoming very excited by the torturing rather than the
possibility of a meal – and there was something else.
‘He’s an egotist and a careless egotist at that. How
immature! He will be easy to kill,’ smiled Mr Pard to himself as he
sank back below the water. He felt very confident that he could trap
Cartier. He could also see that Cartier would be too preoccupied to
notice if he swam under the iceberg. Mr Pard couldn’t get over how
thin the ice was and the fact he could easily see Cartier above him.
Even though he was enjoying this ease, it also made him realize that
something was changing in these waters, which made him think
more carefully about his own habitat.
Mr Pard then swam back to a safe distance and deliberately
made a noise so that Cartier would see him just before Mr Pard sank
underwater. Cartier heard the loud splash to his north. He saw Mr
Pard off in the distance. He wasn’t quite sure what he was looking
at, because he had never seen a leopard seal. He could see it had the
same-coloured coat as a seal, but it was too large; therefore it must
be a human seal. He ignored the sound and returned to his pleasure,
but something was wrong. He had an uneasy feeling, like he was
being watched. He threw down the carcass in disgust and he began
to stride towards the unknown visitor. He knew it wasn’t Nukard or
another polar bear, or even a human seal, but someone else –
someone who knew what he was doing. He didn’t like this feeling.
It made him very uncomfortable and spoilt his pleasure. As he came
to the edge of the ice, he could now see that the visitor was indeed a
seal, but a very large one – bigger than anything he had seen before.
He was alarmed by this sight, as he could sense the danger in the
creature. A sense of caution ran through his fur. He slowed his pace
and narrowed his eyes. Who was this invader, who dared to come
into his territory and disturb his pleasure?
At that moment, Mr Pard felt Cartier’s intense gaze. To feed
the gaze, he surfaced and opened his great ugly mouth and revealed
his crocodile-like teeth. Cartier stopped in his tracks and took a step
back. ‘What! That is not the mouth of a seal! What the hell is it?’
thought Cartier as he steadied his nerves.
Mr Pard kept his eyes sharply tuned to Cartier’s body
language to detect any sudden change of behaviour, and sure
enough he received the reaction he wanted. ‘Hmm, that was easier
than I thought,’ said Mr Pard, as he turned and swam at a great
speed before Cartier could regain his composure. Mr Pard mused to
himself as he swam away, ‘Looking at the way this ice is thinning, I
don’t think the seals have got long to wait before all the polar bears
drown. He looks strong but he is not a sea mammal, and must surely
rely on the ice being firm. But then that is not my concern. Now,
how shall I play it with this feisty fool?’
Mr Pard noisily rose on the other end of the iceberg, which
gave Cartier a fright. He spun around and ran at Mr Pard, who
immediately ducked and swam as deep as he could go. Mr Pard was
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a powerful swimmer and could dive great distances below the sea
due to the size of his lungs. He could see Cartier following him, but
at a much slower pace. He had no doubt he could leave the great
white beast behind. As he sank deeper and left the exhausted Cartier
to resurface, he was surprised to see Neeky off to one side. ‘What is
she doing down here – it is so deep.’ Then he saw her disappear into
a cave.
He immediately decided to swim over to investigate.
However, as he began to come closer to the cave, the water became
murkier to the point where he couldn’t see far in front of him. It was
so murky that he felt he would lose his way if he did not pull back
immediately. But the murky water appeared to follow him. He
turned and swam quickly to get away from the murky swirl, but it
was hot on his tail and he swam even faster until he reached the
surface. Little did Mr Pard know that Napoleon had entered the
cave before Neeky. She was taking Neeky to the cave of her
ancestors, a place protected by the sea spirits. The murky swirl was
in fact nothing less than the guardians of the ancestral cave.
Mr Pard was now totally disorientated and didn’t realize that
he was about to surface. Wham! He was knocked momentarily
unconscious by Cartier. But Cartier did not take Mr Pard’s weight
into account as he tried to pull him ashore. This gave Mr Pard time
to regain consciousness and assess the situation. Mr Pard jerked
downwards, away from Cartier’s powerful grip, for a polar bear’s
grip in water is not the same as it is on land. Mr Pard was able to
slip away and again swam with great speed, but this time back to
Galeen and the others rather than into the murky depths.
Cartier was furious, but a bit relieved as all he really wanted
to know was what the creature felt like, and its strength and speed.
Now he could plan his attack carefully, as this was a new kind of
prey. He decided he would visit the human polar bears again to see
whether he could gain some clues on how to deal with this new
enemy.

THE KILL

Mr Leo Pard returned to the others quite shaken up but he
hide his discomfort well and the others had no idea Mr Pard had
nearly met his end, let alone was confused by the murky waters that
followed him to the surface.
‘Well what do you make of him, Pard?’ asked Galeen.
‘A dangerous fool. Give me time and I will finish him off,’
said Mr Pard confidently.
Galeen was about to contradict him when it struck him that
Mr Pard had every right to be so confident. Why shouldn’t he be
able to finish him off? After all, that’s why he had brought him
along: he was an apex killer. However, thought Galeen with unease,
once he had made the kill, would he then turn on them?
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Mr Pard swam around the iceberg on which Cartier was
resting. He swam as quietly as possible, as he knew he had to wait
until Cartier came into the water where he would be defenceless
against Pard’s speed as well as his strength. Cartier, on the other
hand, knew he must not enter the water while the great seal was
nearby. If only he could get the seal onto the land, he would then be
able to overpower him and skin him alive.
The days passed and the sun became much more intense.
The ice began to melt, so life for Cartier became more precarious.
As for Pard, the thumping of Cartier’s paws on the ice was a
welcome sound as it made it very easy to track him.
Then it happened. Cartier heard a plop and saw a seal
surfacing through a hole in the ice. He ran at great speed and lunged
into the hole to grab the seal, but as he landed the normally solid ice
gave way and Cartier fell through into the arena of death. His foe
was just off to the right; he spun round and headed for the polar
bear at torpedo speed.
His target was Cartier’s hind leg, for Pard had worked out
that Cartier’s white coat would be thick and not easily penetrated.
So he had taken this into consideration and knew his best tactic was
to drown Cartier by dragging him to the depths of the ocean.
As he reached out to bite his back leg, Cartier swung around
and kicked Pard in the snout. This knocked Pard off balance, which
gave Cartier time to escape and swim frantically back to a firmer
part of the edge of the hole. He quickly began to scrabble up the
slippery ice using his razor sharp claws to dig into the ice.
But Pard was much faster than Cartier expected, and before
he knew it his hind legs were being assaulted. He tried to kick Pard
again, but Pard had learnt his lesson and kept his body to one side,
pulling Cartier sideways. Cartier then swung his great paw with its
razor-sharp claws and sent the razors across Pard’s face. Blood
spouted into Pard’s right eye, but he was not going to let go of his
grip. Instead, he just jerked even harder on Cartier’s legs, which
threw Cartier off balance. He fell back into the water with a great
splash. It was a splash of death, for now Pard had him and it was
only a matter of time before he finished his mission. Pard’s
powerful body was then able to drag him deeper and deeper into the
icy depths, past the great underwater ice caverns. As he dragged
Cartier down into the depths, the bear struggled desperately. It was
a stupid act on which Pard had counted, for that would mean the
bear would run out of air quickly and drown. And so he did. At that
moment of death, Pard could feel the sudden lightness in his catch.
He then let go of his grip and Cartier’s body floated in the murky
water.
Pard enjoyed the clean kill. He hated the messy business of
attack and ripping skin and blood all over the place. He had thought
Cartier a messy creature. Messiness in his kills told Pard he would
be messy in his own defence, and indeed he was. Most brutes are
messy, always relying on their great weight and strength rather than
their intelligence in planning. He resented the fact Cartier had
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clawed his face and eye, so disfiguring him. Yet it was this that
gave Pard the extra strength to yank Cartier, for he was an insanely
vain mammal.
After dislodging his super-strong jaws from Cartier’s body,
he let the water cleanse the fur and blood from his mouth. His eye
was streaming with blood. He swam around until his eye stopped
bleeding and then triumphantly swam to the surface.

NEEKY’S LUST

Neeky and the other seals had watched the battle on the
surface and then dived into the water to watch the final demise of
Cartier. Like everyone else, Neeky had held her breath at each
violent blow, but deep inside her she could feel another sensation
rising: the more Mr Pard violated the polar bear, the more sexually
excited she became. She was ashamed of her feelings but could not
control her new desire for Mr Pard. She felt she could not resist this
seal anymore, and if he wanted her after the battle she would be his.
As Mr Pard swam towards the gathered seals hiding behind
the ice hills he thought, ‘Weak wretches, can’t fight their own
battles. I will extract a price for this whether they like it or not.’ He
then noticed Neeky rising from the crowd and making her way
towards him.
‘Yes that nice fat one – she will make a tasty dinner,’ said
Pard with glint in his good eye.
Galeen instantly felt the danger, Neeky was reading Pard
wrong. She thought he was welcoming her, but Galeen knew the
look of a leopard seal predator. How could he stop her when she
was so wilful? He knew he could not just call out to her, for she was
moving too fast across the water. What could he do?
Little did he know that Napoleon had already sensed the
danger and had dived down under water and swum at breakneck
speed to the iceberg on which Pard was now sitting. Napoleon
didn’t need anyone to explain what was happening; she had been in
Neeky’s flippers before. She had, in her younger years, been
fascinated with humans – and particularly one human whom she
thought was her friend, but instead had turned out to be an explorer
looking to slaughter her for her skin. He was not after her to feed
his family; he just wanted to make a quick buck and had lured
Napoleon into a sense of safety and then had turned on her and tried
to axe her to death, but she had been too quick for him. She was the
fastest seal in the herd, and that had saved her life. She escaped with
a nasty gash which she wore for the rest of her life. So she
instinctively knew when a female seal was being lured into a trap; it
came from experience, and no one needed to say it or call out – she
could just feel the same sensations like a tune flowing through the
air, a familiar ghastly tune of death. Napoleon swam even faster as
these memories flooded through her mind.
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‘Pard, you were wonderful!’ cried Neeky, just as she
reached Pard. She then threw herself towards his body to show her
availability, but just as she did this, Pard opened his great jaws and
grabbed her and threw her to the ground so he could get a grip on
the back of her neck. However, that very moment Napoleon
surfaced and yanked Neeky by the flippers out of Pard’s way. She
then dragged Neeky through the water as fast as she could. Once
again, her agility and speed had saved a life. She dragged Neeky to
the iceberg where Galeen was waiting to assist.
Napoleon dragged Neeky’s body to the surface and rolled
her onto an iceberg. Neeky lay there breathing shallowly, unable to
take in what had just happened. Galeen and his fellow seals kept
their distance and their counsel. Tears were falling quietly from
Galeen’s eyes.
Mr Pard was stunned. He was also furious, and roared,
which made his eye bleed. In his pain, he made his way to a lone
iceberg to vent his anger. He would plan his attack on these stupid
seals, and the fat juicy female would be his first. But that was
tomorrow’s task. Now he must sleep and allow his eye to heal.

NUKARD THE WATCHER

Nukard watched all of this from a distant iceberg; once
again, he wondered how Sedna was influencing these events. At
that very moment, the upper heavens opened and the Sun sent forth
a barrage of solar flares. Their powerful radiation sent forth a blaze
of energy that within a mere eight minutes disabled hundreds of
satellites, which then began to spin out of control across the sky.
Cities and towns across the great north were disabled, including the
great grey ship.
The alarm was sounded, but instead of a siren it was the
clanging of a saucepan for all the electronic equipment on the ship
had stopped, and with that all military capabilities. The Admiral
came to the deck to give orders but found his men running around
like rats, desperately trying to make things work. At first the
Admiral thought it would only be temporary, but just like his men
he felt something deep within his bones – a sudden rush of arctic
wind – and he knew this was not temporary; if anything, it was
fatal. The mighty ship was now nothing more than a floating sardine
can in which many of his men were trapped. The electronic doors
and rooms at the lower decks were impassable. The ship began to
move from its mooring as there was no longer anything to hold it to
the shore.

THE ORCA

Vol. 16

2016

A WIND WATCHER’S TALE: SKINNED ALIVE
As this calamity unfolded, danger lurked in the waters near
the sleeping Mr Pard. Just as he had watched Cartier, he did not
realize he was being watched himself. His self-assurance had
blinded him to the possibility that he could also be someone’s prey.
It was the glare from the sun on the ice that now blinded his one
good eye. A pod of orca whales had spotted Mr Pard when he
entered their territory. The orcas are a highly intelligent mammal,
and do not waste their time on emotions to satisfy the individual;
rather, they take great pleasure in the collective and their ability to
coordinate and move as one with deadly precision. The Admiral and
his men had often watched the pod and declared their admiration for
the precision timing.
It was particularly satisfying to the orca when the matriarch
found them a new challenge, and here sitting on this iceberg was the
perfect target. The matriarch had wanted them to practise more as
they were soon to head south, and therefore would have to feed on
other whales. They needed to hone their skills, and this seal seemed
unusually large and therefore ideal.
In the meantime, Mr Pard had suddenly woken to the sounds
of whistles and spouts from the matriarch who had come up to take
in the leopard seal’s positioning, size and weight. He lurched up and
quickly spun around. He was surrounded by the Killers. What could
he do? He frantically tried to think what to do but those Killers
began to move the iceberg. He knew he was doomed.
The Killers moved the iceberg with ease, as they were not
only strong in body weight but aligned telepathically. The iceberg
moved out into the ice flow and gave the Killers plenty of room to
carry out their manoeuvres. The matriarch then signalled and in
unison the five males moved towards the iceberg and generated a
wave that would push Pard to one end of the iceberg and hopefully
straight into the matriarch’s mouth.
This was achieved with seamless ease, and Pard rolled like
so many of the little penguins he had consumed over his life, into
the mouth of the great Killer.
As Galeen and the other seals watched this deadly attack,
they were all taken aback as the Matriarch did not consume Pard but
rather held him in her mouth. She then turned to her side and threw
him the air and he landed on the back tail of one of the five, the
male then threw him over to the next and so on. Neeky was
horrified at what she saw and turned to Galeen in disgust. ‘They are
as bad as Cartier – they are torturing him.’
‘No they are not, Neeky,’ said Galeen knowingly. ‘They are
merely practising for bigger game. I have seen them do this in the
Southern Ocean; it helps them practise their timing and precision
for the larger game they will be seeking in the bigger ocean.
‘I would say Pard died of fright the minute his body made
contact with the teeth of that big female. So put it this way: Pard has
had a better death than Cartier or any of his victims.’
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ELIMINATING DANGER

As Nukard watched the Orca make hay with Pard’s body, he
turned and looked back at the ship, which was meeting a similar
end. The Admiral desperately called out to the port side for help,
but there was an uncanny silence. ‘How could this place just
suddenly be deserted?’ His eyes searched desperately for humans,
but all he could see was a group of men running off in the distance.
It was the Inuit leaving what was basically a sinking ship. It was as
though they had a head start – as though they had planned this
technological breakdown.
‘What could have caused this break? Surely it won’t last,’ he
called to Lieutenant Floyd, but Floyd just stared blankly at him.
They both knew what it could be as the scientists had long warned
that solar flares could start up at any moment and knock out the
satellites. But they had not heeded the warning, as they had too
much confidence in their own abilities.
‘Don’t worry, Floyd. A rescue ship or plane will soon arrive
when they realize we are not in contact,’ said the Admiral with an
air of authority.
‘That’s as long as they aren’t also without power. If it’s
those darn sun flares we are done for, Admiral,’ said Floyd. The
Admiral slapped him across the face and Floyd reeled backwards.
Floyd came straight at him and socked him in the jaw, which sent
the Admiral reeling into a circle of rope. He found himself stupidly
sunk into a barrel of rope with his legs up in the air. Floyd burst out
laughing and then glared at him and said, ‘Don’t hit me you oversized polar bear. You are no longer in charge, because you haven’t
got a ship – all you have is a floating sardine can. There are men
trapped below and those Eskimos have taken all the sleds and the
dogs, everything! And they won’t be back to help us thanks to your
sadistic behaviour.’
Floyd then stepped forward, pulled the Admiral to his feet
and threw him against the railing. ‘I advise you to jump, Admiral,
before the men find a way out of the sardine can, because it is you
who is going to be the next person to be tortured for getting us into
this mess.’
The Admiral looked down at the swirling sea and drew
back, but just as he did this Floyd lunged at him and pushed him
overboard.
Once again, Nukard was watching from a vantage point.
‘Hmm’ he thought as he watched the Admiral screaming as he fell
into the deathly sea. ‘Species, no matter what they are have a way
of disposing of those that put them in danger. Perhaps Sedna is now
about to dispose of more of us than we think.’
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